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Tl?e mojl lament able Fragedie 

Fr^Lctmedifputcwiththceo(thyc^latc. 
^Thoucanft not fpeak of that thou doftnotfcclc, 
Wert thou as young as ljuliet thy louc, 
Anhoure but married,7)^/f murdered, 
Dotinglike me,and like me baniihcd, 
Then mightcft thou fpeake, 
Thcnmightft thou teare thy hay re, 
And fall vpon the ground asl do now, 
Taking thenieafure of an vnmade graue. 
Enter NfirJe,a»dk*ocke. 
Fri Arife oneknocks, S ood/c^h;dc thy felfe. 
Ro. NotI, vnlcilc the breath of hartficke gtoncs, 
MylWikc infoldme from the fcarch of eyes. 
Theykpoche* 

FW-Harkhowthcyknocklwhofethere^^.^arifc, 

Thou wilt be taken,ftay a while,ltand vp. 

Slud knocks 
Run to ttiy ftudic by and by , Gods will 
What Gmplcnesis this \ I come,! come. 

Knocks- 

Who knocks fohard^whecccotneyou^vhatsyourwiW 
Enter Nurfe. 

Nur.Ut mecotnein,and you (halknowmy errant: 1 
X come from Lady luliet. 

fri. Welcome then. , 

Nttr. O holy Frier,0 tell me holy Frier, 
Wheres my Lady cs Lord* whercs Romeo I 

Fri. There on the ground, 
With his owne tcares made drunke. 

Nur. Oheiscueninmymiltrellecalc, 
lull in her cafe, O wofull fimpathy ; 
Pitiousprediccament^uenfo lies ftc, 5 
Blubbring and wcqnng»wcepingand blubbriih,, 
Stand vp,l^nd vp,(hnd and you be a man, 

For luben fckctor h er fake rife and Itand: 
Why fhould you fall into fo deepc an U ^ ^ 
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jfyr. Ahfir,ahfir,deathstheciidofall 
Re. Spakcft thou of W/Wrhow is it with hen? 
Doth not fhe thinke me an old murthcrcr, 

Mow I haue ftaind the childhood of our loy , 95 
With bloud i emoucd,but little from her o wne? 
Where is fhe^and how doth flic^and what fayes 
My conccald Lady to our canceld louc* 
Nur Oh (he fayes nothing fir,but weeps and weeps, 

And'now falls on her bcd,and then ftarts vp, 100 
And 7)^ calls,and then on Romeo cries, 
And then downc falls againe. 

Ro. As if that name (hot from the deadly lcuell of a gun* 
Did murthcrher, as that names curfed hand 

Murderd her kinfman.Oh tell me Fricr,tell me, 105 

In what vile part of this Anatomie 

Doth my name lodge'Tellmc that I may facke 

The hatefull manfion. 

Trt. Hold thy defperate hand: 
Ai t thou a manrchy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womanifh,thy wild aits deuore 110 
The vnreafonable furic of a beaft . 
Vnfeemcly woman in a feemingrmn, 
And dbefcefrjing beaft in fecming both, 
T hou haft amaz'd roc By my holy order, 

1 thought thy difpofition better eemperd. 1 1 5 

Haft thou fhine Tybatti wilt thou fley thy felfe? 

And Hey thy Lady ,thar in thy life lies, 

By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe* 

Why ray left thou on thy btrthfthe heauen and earth? 

Since birth,and heauen, and earth all three domcct, 120 
In thee at oncc,which thou at once wouldft loofe. 
Fie, fie, thou fliameft thy fliapc,thy loue,thy wit, 
Which like a Vfurer aboundft in all: 
And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which fhould bedeckc thy (hape,thy louc,thy wit: 125 
Thy Noble fliape is but a forme of waxe, 
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